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THE    LIFE    OF    MAN. 


By  FRANCIS  QUARLES. 


N° 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLI 

BOTH>IN  BLOOD  AND  VIRTUE, 

AND    MOST    ACCOMPLISHED    LADV, 

MARY, 
COUNTESS    OF    DORSET, 

LADY    GOVERNESS   TO  THE    MOST  ILLUSTRIOUS 

CHARLES, 

PRINCE  OF  GREAT  BRITAIN, 

AND 

JAMES, 

DUKE   OF  YORK. 

EXCELLENT  LADY, 

TPrefent  thefe  tapej's  io  hnrn  under  the  fafe  prc- 
te5fion  of  yonr  honourable  name  -,  where^  I pre- 
fume^  they  Jlandfecure  from  the  damps  of  ignorance, 
and  blafts  of  cenfure.  It  is  a  fr/iall  part  of  tha 
abundant  fervice  which  my  thankful  heart  oweth 
your  incomparable  goodnefs.  Be  pleafed  to  honour 
it  with  your  acceptances^  which  fhall  be  nothing  but 
what  your  own  efleem  fhall  make  it, 

MAB  AM, 
Tour  Ladyfhip^s 

rnofi  humble  fervant, 

X  2      Fra.  Quarles. 


[   244  ] 

TO  THE  READER. 

IF  you  are  fatisfied  with  my  Emblems, 
I  here  fet  before  you  a  fecond  fervice. 
It  IS  an  Egyptian  difh,  dreffed  on  the 
£nglifh  fafhion.  They,  at  their  feafts, 
ufed   to  prefent  a   death's-head  at  their 

jL 

fecond  courfe  :  this  will  fervc  for  both. 
You  need  not  fear  a  furfeit :  here  is  but 
little,  and  that  light  of  digeftion  :  if  it 
but  pleafe  your  palate,  I  queflion  not 
your  ftomach.  Fall  to,  and  much  good 
may  it  do  you. 


Convivio  addit  Minerval.  E.  B* 

Rem^  Regem,  Regimen,  Regicnemj  Religionenf, 
ExonuUy  cekbrat^  laudato  loncrat^  amat. 


Psalm 


}'.^-  I 


Sjiie  JjUiuiiie   iiiiuu 
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Ps  ALM  li.    5. 

Behold^  I  was  Jhapm  in  Inlqmiy^  and  in  fin  did  my 

mother  conceive  me, 

MAN  is  man's  -A.  B.  C.  There's  none  that  can 
Read  God  aright,  unlefs  he  firft  fpell  man  : 
Man  is  the  ftairs,  whereby  his  knowledge  climbs 
To  his  Creator,  though  it  oftentimes 
Stumbles  for  want  of  light,  and  fometimes  trips- 
For  want  of  careful  heed ;  and  fometimes  flips 
Through  unadvifcJ  hafte  ;  and  when  at  length 
His  weary  fteps  have  reach'd  the  top,  his  ftrtjigth 
Oft  fails  to  {land  ;  his  giddy  brains  turn  round. 
And,  Phaeton-liice,  falls  headloni^  to  the  ground  : 
Thefe  ftairs  are  often  dark,  and  full  of  danger 
To  him,  whom  want  of  pradlice  makes  a  ftranger 
To  this  blind  way  :  the  lamp  of  nature  lends 
But  a  falfe  light,  and  lights  to  her  own  ends.. 
Thefe  be  the  ways  to  heav*n,  thefe  paths  require 
A  light  thit  rprings  from  that  diviner  fire, 
Whofe  human-fouJ-enlight'ning  fun-beams  dart 
Thro'  the  bright  cranies  *  of  th' immortal  part. 
And  here,  thou  great  Original  of  light, 
Whofe  error-chaiing  beams  do  unbenight  -J- 
The  very  foul  of  darknefs,  and  untwift 
The  clouds  of  ignorance;  do  thou  affift 
My  feeble  quill  :  reflect  thy  facred  rays- 
Upon  thefe  lines,  that  they  may  light  xh^  ways 
That  lead  to  thee ;  fo  guide  my  heart,  my  hand^ 
Tiiat  I  may  do  v/hat  others  underfiand> 
Let  my  heart  pra<^ife  what  my  hand  fliall  write; 
Till  then,  I  an)  a  taper  wanting  light, 

*  C  -^-;':;  i.  e.  Hrtlc  cr.ick?.  f  UithtnlgU ;  i.  e.  remore  rh- 

X  3  Th^i 
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This  golden  precept,  *'  Know  thyfelf,"  came  down 

From  hcav'n's  high  court:   it  uas  an  art  unknown    . 

To  flcili  2nd  blooc^.     The  men  of  nature  took 

Great  lournies  in  it  :  their  dim  eyes  did  look 

Bat  thro'  the  mift  ;  like  pilgrirr.s,  ihey  did  fpend 

Their  idle  f^eps,  but  knew  no  journey's  end. 

The  way  to  know  thyfelf,  is  firfl  to  caft  * 

Thy  frail  beginning,  progrefs,  and  thy  laft: 

This  is  the  fum  of  man  ;  but  now  return. 

And  view  this  taper  ftanding  in  this  urn. 

Behold  her  fubftance  fordid  and  impure, 

Ufekfs  and  vam,  and  (wanting  light)  obfcure  : 

'  Tis  but  a  fpan  at  Icngeft,  nor  can  laft 

Beyond  that  fpan  ;  ordain'd  and  made  to  wafte ; 

Ev'n  fuch  was  man  (before  his  foul  gave  light 

To  this  vile  fubftance)  a  mere  child  of  night  j 

Ere  he  had  li'"e,  eftated  -f-  in  his  urn, 

And  m:u)<-'d  for  death  ;  by  nature  born  to  burn  : 

Thus  lifelefs,  lightlcfs,  worthlefs,  firft  began 

That  glorious,  that  prefumptuous  thing,  call'd  man. 

«  Cfip  J  i.  e.  iron^emp'ate.  -j   F.fimtd\  i.  e.  fixed  or  j^laced  in 

the  u»n  or  ci.iakA.ck,  ihc  boc<y. 


S.  AUGUST. 
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S.   AUGUST. 

Conftder^  0  man^  luhat  thou  zueri  before  thy  birth 
and  what  thou  art  from  thy  birth  to  thy  deaths    and 
tvhat  thou  Jhalt  be  after  death  :    thou  wert  made  of  an 
impure  fubjlance^  cloathed  and  nourijhed  in  thy  mother'' $ 
bloods 


EPIG.   I. 

Forbear,  fond  taper  :  what  thou  feek'ft,  is  fire 
Thy  own  dcftrudion's  lodg'd  in  thy  defire. 
Thy  wants  are  far  more  fafe  than  their  fupply  : 
H*:;  that  begins  to  live,  begins  to  die. 


Gi 


N. 
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Ge  n.  i.  3» 

And  God  fa'td^  Let  there  he  light ;  and  then  was 
light, 

I. 

THIS-  flame.expe£ling  taper  hath  at  length 
Received  fire,  and  now  begins  to  burn  : 
It  hath  no  vigour  yet,  it  hath  no  ftrength  ; 
Apt  to  be  pufPd  and  quench'd  at  evVy  turn  : 
It  was  a  gracious  hand  that  thus  endow'd  [(broud 
This  fnufF  with  flame :  but  mark,  this  hand  doth> 
Itfclf  from  mortal  eyes,  and  folds  it  in  acloud. 

2.. 
Thus  man  begins  to  live.     An  unknown  flame 

Quickens  his  finifli*d  organs,  now  pofleft 
With  motion  ;  and  which  motion  doth  proclaim 
.     An  adiive  foul,,  though  in  a  feeble  breaft  : 

Bnt  how,  and  when  infus'd,  ask  not  my  pen  ; 
Here  flies  a  cloud  before  the  eyes  of  men  : 
I  cannot  tell  thee  how,  nor  canfl  thou  tell  me  w=hea* 

3- 

Was  it  a  parcel  of  celeftial  fire,, 

Infus'd  by  heav'n  into  this  flefhiy  mould  I 
Or  was  it  (think  you)  made  a  foul  intire  I 
Then,  was  it  new  created  ?  or  of  old  ? 
Or  is*t  a  propagated  fpark,  rake'd  out 
From  nature's  embers  }  While  we  go  about 
By  reafon  to  refolve,  the  more  we  raife  a  doubt. 

2  If 


Jfi,r. 


Xefciu5   xtnde 


4\ 


r 
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^' 

If  it  be  part  of  that  celeftial  flame, 

It  muft  be  ev'n  as  pure,  as  free  from  fpot, 
As  that  eternal  fountain  whence  it  came  : 

If  pure  and  fpotlefs,  then  whence  came  the  blot*  ? 
Itfelf  being  pure,  could  not  itfelf  defile  ; 
Nor  hath  una<Slive  matter  pow*r  to  foil 
Her  pure  and  adive  form,  as  jars  corrupt  their  oil.] 

Or  if  it  were  created,  tell  me  when  : 

If  in  the  firft  fix  days,  where  kept  till  now  ? 
Or  if  thy  foul  were  new-created,  then 
Heav'n  did  not  all,  at  firil,  he  had  to  do  : 
Six  days  expired,  all  creation  ceasM ; 
All  kinds,  ev'n  from  the  greatclt  to  the  Icsfl, 
Were  finifh*d  and  complete  before  the  day  of  reft. 

6. 
But  why  fbould  man,  the  lord  of  creatures,  want 
That  privilege  which  plants  and  beafts  obtain  ? 
Beads  bring  forth  beafts,  the  plant  a  perfeiS  plant. 
And  ev*ry  like  brings  forth  her  like  again  j 

Shall  fowls  and  fifhes,  beafts  and  plants  convey 
Life  to  their  iflue,  and  man  lefs  than  they  ? 
Shall  thefe  get  living  fouls,  and  man  dead  lumps  of  clay  ? 

7- 
Muft  human  fouls  be  generated,  then  ? 

My  water  ebbs  j  behold,  a  rock  is  nigh  : 
If  nature's  work  produce  the  fouls  of  men, 
Man's  foul  is  mortal  :  all  that's  born  muft  die. 
What  fhall  we  then  conclude  ?  what  funfhine  will 
Difperfe  this  gloomy  cloud  .''  till  then,  be  ftill, 
My  vainly-ftriving  thoughts;  lie  down,  my  puzzled 

[quill. 

•  Bkt  ?  i,  e,  original  depravity,         ^ 

ISIDOR. 
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I  S  I  D  O  R. 

TVJjy  (kjl  thou  wonder^  O  man^  at  the  height  of  the 
Jian,  or  the  depth  of  the  fea  \  enter  into  thine  own  fouly 
and  wonder,  there. 

Thy  foul^  by  creation^  is  infufed  j  hy  infufon^  ere- 
aied» 


EPIG.  2. 

What  art  ^h.-^u  now  the  better  by  this  flame  ? 
ThouknovvTt  n-t  how,  nor  when,  nor  whence  it  came : 
poor  kind  of  happinefs  I  that  can  return 
No  more  account  but  this,  to  fay,  1  burnt 


Psalm 


ffff'O//.  J 


^jT^Ti 


()in>  nif   cMiiu|ue  r?ip 


\ 
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Psalm   ciii.    16. 
the  windpajjeth  over  it,  and  it  is  gone. 


NO  fooner  is  this  lighted  taper  fet 
Upon  the  tranfitory  ftage 
Of  eye-bedark.*ning  night. 
But  it  is  ftrait  fubjefted  to  the  threat 
Of  envious  winds,  whofe  wafteful  rage 

Difturbs  her  peaceful  light,  [lefs  bright. 

And  makes  her  fubftance  wafte,  and  makes  her  flames 

2. 

No  fooner  are  we  born,  no  fooner  come 
To  take  pofleflion  of  this  vaft. 
This  foul-afflicting  earth, 
But  danger  meets  us  at  the  very  womb  ; 
And  forrow,  with  her  f.iU-mouth'd  blafl. 
Salutes  our  painful  birth. 
To  pur  out  all  our  joys,  and  puff  out  all  our  mirth. 

3- 

Nor  infant  innocence,  nor  childiHi  tears. 
Nor  youthful  wit,  nor  manly  pow'r. 
Nor  politic  old  age, 
Nor  virgin's  pleading,  nor  the  widow's  pray'rs, 
Nor  lowly  cell,    nor  lofty  tow'r. 
Nor  prince,  nor  peer,  nor  page, 
Can  Ycape*  this  common  blafl,  or  curb  her  ftormyrage, 

*  'Scape  J  i.  e.  efcape  or  avoid, 

Qur 
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.     .     ^• 
Our  life  is  but  a  pilgrimage  of  blafts. 

And  ev'ry  blaft  brings  forth  a  fear ; 

And  cv*ry  fear,  a  death  j 

The  more  it  lengthens,  ah  !  the  more  it  waftes : 

Were,  were  we  to  continue  here 

The  days  of  long-live'd  Seth, 

Our  forrows  would  renew,  as  we  renew  our  breath, 

TofsM  to  and  fro,  our  frighted  thoughts  are  driv'n 
With  ev'ry  puff,  with  evVy  tide 
Of  life-confuming  care  ; 
Our  peaceful  flame,  that  would  point  up  to  heav'n. 
Is  ftill  difturb'd,  and  turned  afidej 
And  ev'ry  blaft  of  air 
Commits  fuch  wafte  in  man,  as  man  cannot  repair. 

6. 
W'  are  all  born  debtors,  and  we  firmly  ftand 
Oblige'd  for  our  firft  parents'  debt, 
Befides  our  intereft ; 
Alas  !  we  have  no  harmlefs  *  counterbond  : 
And  we  are  ev'ry  hour  befet 
With  threat'nings  of  arreft. 
And,  till  we  pay  the  debt,  we  can  expert  no  reft. 

7- 
What  may  this  forrow-fhaken  life  prefent. 
To  the  falfe  relifti  of  our  tafte. 
That's  worth  the  name  of  fweet  ? 
Her  minute's  pleafure's  choalc'd  with  difcontcnt. 
Her  glory  foil'd  with  ev'ry  blaft  j 
How  many  dangers  meet 
Poor  man  between  the  biggin  f  and  the  winding- fhect ! 

**  Harmlefs'f  u  c,  inderonifying.         f  ^'S£'"i  '•  «•  ^^^  infant's  firft 

S.  AU- 
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-    S.  A  U  G  U  S  T. 

In  the  worlds  not  to  he  grieved^  not  to  he  affliSted^  not 
to  he  in  danger^  h  impojjibte. 

Ibidem, 

Behold,  the  zvorld  is  full  of  trouble,  yet  beloved  :  what 
if  it  were  ^  pkafmg  world?  how  zuould/i  thou  delight  in 
her  calms,  that  canfl  Jo  ivell  e?jdure  herjiortns  f 


EPIG.   3. 

Art  thou  confcnie'd  with  foul-alHidIng  crofles? 
Diflurb'd  with  grief?   annoy'd  with  worldly  loiles  ? 
Hold  up  thy  head  :  the  taper,  lifted  high. 
Will  brook  the  wind  ;  when  lower  taoers  die. 


>""S}  y  Mat. 
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Matthew  ix.    12. 
The  whole  need  not  the  phyjiciafi, 

.1. 

ALways  pruning,  always  cropping  ? 
Is  her  brightnefs  ftilJ  obfcure'd  ? 
Lvtr  cJrefling,  ever  topping  ? 
Always  curing,  never  cure'd  ? 

Too  much  fnuffing  makes  a  waflej 
When  the  fpirits  fpend  too  faf!-. 
They  will  fhrink^t  t\'rY  blaft, 

2. 

You  that  always  are  beftowing 
Coftly  pains  in  life  repairing-. 
Are  but  always  overthrowing 
Nature's  work  by  over-caring  : 

Nature,  meeting  with  her  foej 
In  a  work  fhe  hath  to  do, 
Takes  a  pride  to  overthrow. 

3-    ^ 

Nature  knows  her  own  perfection, 
And  her  pride  difdains  a  tutor  ; 
Cannot  ftoop  to  art's  correilionj 
And  fhe  fcorns  a  co-adjutor. 

Saucy  art  (hould  not  appear. 
Till  fhe  whifper  in  her  ear  : 
Hagar  flee?,  if  Sarah  bear. 

4- 
Nature  worketh  for  the  better, 

If  not  hinder'd  that  fhe  cannot  i 
Art  flands  by  as  her  abetter. 
Ending  nothing  fhe  began  not  : 
If  diftemper  chance  to  feize 
(Nature  foil'd  with  the  difeafe), 
Art  may  help  her  if  flie  plcafe.  Bn 


J7fW'0^:4 


ijtjjruj 
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But  to  make  a  trade  of  trying 

Drugs  and  dofes,  always  pruning, 
h  to  die  for  fear  of  dying  ; 

He's  untune'd,.  thai's  always  tuning. 
He  that  ofcen  loves  to  Jack 
Dear-bought  drugs,  hath  found  a  knack 
To  foil  the  man,  and  ked  the  quack. 

6. 

O  the  fad,  the  frail" condition 

Of  the  pride  of  nature's  glorv  f 
How  infirm  his  compofition. 
And,  at  beft^  how  tranfitory  I 
When  this  riot  doth  impair 
Nature's  weaknefs,  then  his  care 
Adds  more  ruin  by  repair, 

7. 
Hold  thy  hand,  health's  dear  maintainer. 

Life,  perchance,  may  burn  the  Rroivf-^  • 
Having  fubftance  to  fuftain  her, 

She,  untouch'd,  may  laft  the  longer : 
When  the  artiil  goes  about 
To  redrefs  her  flame,  I  doubt. 
Oftentimes  he  fnuifs  it  out. 


NL. 


-256       HIEROGLYPHIC    IV. 

N  I  C  O  C  L  E  S. 

Pkyfidans^  of  all  mm ^  are  mcjl  happy  ;  what  good  fuc^ 
crfs  foever  they  have^  the  world  proclalmeth  3  and  u  hat 
faults  they  iom?niiy  the  earth  covcreth. 


E  P  1  G.  4. 

My  purie  being  heavy,  if  my  light  appear 
But  dim,  quack  comes  to  make  all  clear  5 
Quack,  leave  thy  trade  ;  thy  dealings  are  not  right. 
Thou  take'lt  our  weighty  gold  to  give  u«  light. 


P  6  A  I.  M 


W  V>W>   I  ^M>\ 


<o^jaij\. 


^IHlYJOQiiaiH 


^Vuids  vilsii^ 
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Psalm  xci,  11. 
And  he  will  give  his  angels  charge  over  thee, 

I. 

OHOW  mine  eyes  could  pleafe  themfelves,  and^ 
Perpetual  ages  in  this  precious  fight  I      [fpend 
How  I  could  woo  eternity,  to  lend 

Mv  wafting  day,  an  antidote  for  night ! 
And  how  my'flefh  could  with  my  fiefh  contend* 
That  views  this  objecl  with  no  more  delight  I 
My  work  is  great,  my  taper  fpends  too  fail  : 
'Tis  all  I  have,  and  foon  would  out  or  wafte. 
Did  not  this  blelled  fcreen  proted:'  ic  from  this  blaf?. 

2. 
O,  I  have  loft  the  jewel  of  my  foul. 

And  I  muft  find  it  out,,  or  I  muft  die : 
Alas  !  my  fin-made  darknefs  doth  controul 
The  bright  endeavor  of  my  careful  eye : 
I  muft  go  fearch  and  ranfack  ev*ry  hole ;. 
Nor  have  I  other  light  to  feek  it  by  : 

O  if  this  light  be  fpent,  my  work  not  done. 
My  labor's  wo  rfe  than  loft;  my  jewel's  gone^. 
And  I  am  quite  forlorn,  and  I  zxa  quite  undone. 


3' 

You  blefted  angels,  you  that  do  enjoy 

The  full  fruition  of  eternal  glory, 
vVill  you  be  pleas 'd  to  fanPr  fuch.  a  toy 

As  man,  and  quit  your  glorious  territory,. 
And  ftoop  to  earth,  vouchiafing  to  employ 

Your  care  to  guard  the  duft  that  lies  before  ye^ 
Difdain  you  not  thefe  lumps  of  dying  e":. . , 
That  for  your  pains  do  oftentimes  repay 
Negk^Sl,  if  not  difdain,  and  fend  you  griev'd  away 


,  Tnis  taper  of,  our  lives,  that  once  \^as  place'd 

'/lA'lKe  faif  ru,burbs  of  ctefoity,  '  ^, 

Is  row,  alas  |  co'nfineM  to  ev'ry  blaft,  ^''^^ 

ArtJ-tum'd -a  maypole  for  the  Tporting  fly  5^^  .^*^ 

And  will  ybuj  facrcd  fpirits,  pleafc  to  caft       *  ■**"  •rs- 

Your  C4re  on, us,  and  lend  a  graciqus  eye  f        \f  '*' 

How  had  this  flender  inch  of  taper  been  ' "  s"^''" 

Blafted  and  blaze'd,  had  not  this  heav'nly  fcreeil'j 

(Jurb'd  the  proud  blaft,  and  timely  ftepp'd  between,!  * 

5- 

O  goodnefs,  far  tr2nr(;en.JLng  the  report  .  ; .:; 

Of  laVifli  tongues  !  too  vaft  to  compreheni!:f '    '\\ 
Amazing  quill,  how  far  doft  thou  come  (hort 
T'  exprefs  expreflions  that  fo  far  tranfcend  ! 
You  blefled  courtiers  of  th' eternal  court, 

Whofe  full-mouth'd  hallelujahs  have  no  end,- 
Receive  that  world  of  praifes  that  belongs 
To  your  great  Sovereign  ;  fill  your  holy  tongu^J  . 
With  our  hofajvna'L^  mix/d  with  your  feraphic  fongs. 


430^  S.  BERNi 


m  z^oG  h  Y  p  mcjiY^     yj : 

If  ihon  defireft  the  help,  cf  ang^k^  fiy  ibs  comforts  ef 
the  world,  and  refiR  the  temptations  of  the  devil. 

He  will  give  his  angels  charge  oyer  thee,  O  what 
reverence .^  what  Iirje^  what  confidence,  defer 'ueth  fo  fweet, 
« faying  !  For  their  prefeme,  reverence  j  for^lHir  good^ 
will^  loVi-^.f^Akcir  tuiikn-i  confidence. 


E:RIG.  s- 
My  flame^.art  tbou  difturb'd,  difeaaM ^  and  driv'n:.     . 
To  death  with  ftorms  of  grief?  point  thou  to  hcav*n  ;, 
One  angel  there  fbali  eafe  thee  more  alone,  ^     -.v.^v.  \ 
%an.  thrice. as:m2Jiy  tho u funds  of  thy  jowo^.  .    = 


fiCCLS^ 
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ECCLESIASTES    ill.    I. 

"  To  every  thing  there  is  an  appointed  time, 

I. 

Time."  .   Death. 

Time.  XyEhoU  the  frailty  of  this  flender  {iiuir; 
j3  Alas  I  it  hath  not  long  to  kft ; 
Without  the  help  of  either  thief  or  puff. 

Her  weaknefs  knows  the  way  to  wafte : 
Nature  hath  made  her  fubftance  apt  enough 
To  fpend  itfelf,  and  fpend  too  faft  : 
It  needs  the  help  of  none. 
That  is  fo  prone 
To  lav  lib.  out  untouch'd,  and  languiih  all  alone. 

"  "  .2, 

Death.  Time,  hold  thypeaccjand  (hake  thy  flow- p^.cc'd 

Thine  idle  minutes  make  no  way  :  [fand  ; 

Thy  glafs  exceeds  her  hour,  or  elfe  doth  ftand  y 

1  cannot  hold,  I  cannot  ftay. 
Surceafe*  thy  pleading,  and  enlarge  my  hand  5 
1  furfeit  witli  too  long  delay  : 

This  brifk,  this  bold-face'd  light 
Doth  burn  too  bright; 
Darknefs  adorns  my  throne,  my  day  is  darkdl  night. 

3v 

*Iime,  Great  prince  of  darknels,  hold  thyneedlefs  hand 5 

Thy  captive*s  faft,  and  cannot  flee : 
What  arm  can  refcue  ;  who  can  countermand  ? 

What  pow'r  can  fct  thy  prisoner  free  ? 
Or  if  they  could,  what  clofe,  what  foreign  land 

Can  hide  that  head  that  flees  from  ;hvr<^  f 


//fcrct;  0 


§5^^^ 
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But  if  her  harmlefs  light 

Offend  thy  fight,  fat  night? 

What  need'it  thou  fnatch  at  noon^what  wili  be  thine 

4- 
Death.  I  have  outftay'd  my  patience ;  my  quick  trade 
Grows  dull,  and  makes  too  flow  return  : 
This  long-liv'd  debt  is  due,  and  fhould  been  paid 

When  firfl  her  flame  began  to  burn  : 
But  I  have  llayM  too  long,  I  have  delay'd 
To  ftore  my  vafl-,  my  craving  urn. 
My  patent  gives  me  pow'r 

Each  day,  each  hour,  [towV. 

Toftxike  the  peal^nt's  thatch,  and  ihake  the  princely 

5- 

Time,  Thou  count'ft  too  faft :  thy  patent  gives  no  pow'r 
Till  Time  (hall  pleafe  to  fay.  Amen,     [hour  ? 
Death.  Canft  thou  appoint  my  fhaft  ?  Time.  Or  thou  my 
Death.  'Tis  I  bid,  do.  Time.  'Tis  I  bid,  when; 
Alas  !  thou  canft  not  make  the  pooreft  flow'r 
To  hang  the  drooping  head  till  then  : 
Thy  {hafts  can  neither  kill. 

Nor  ftrike,  until  [will. 

My  pow'r  gives  them  wings,  and  pleafure  arms  thy 


S.AU- 
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S.   AUGUST. 

ThiukmweJI  not  what  tme  he  zvill  come :  wait  aU 

ways,  that,  becaufe  thou  knoweji  not  the  thne  of  his  comlnz^ 

thou  mayeji  be  prepared  again  ft  the  time  he  cometh.     Ad 

Jor  this,  perchance,  thou  knowefl  mt  the  time,  becaufe  thou, 

mayeji  b^  prepared  agalnji  all  times. 


EPIG.   6. 
Ejcpea,  bij^  fear  not  death  :  death  cannot  kill. 
Till  time  (that  firft  muft  feal  her  pntent)  will  : 
Wouldfl  thou  live  long  ?  keep  time  in  high  efteem.i 
Wiiom  gone,  if  thou  canft  i>ot  recall^  r«<ie©m^ 


Job 


wv   .^\^^i^' 


i^Sk^^^g^^' 


Xe  c    iiTxe  ,  ne  c  Te  c vun , 
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Job  xviii.    6. 
His  light  Jhall  he  darky  and  his  candle  Jhall  he  put  out. 

I. 

WHAT  ails  our  taper  ?  is  her  luftrG  fled. 
Or  foird  ?  What  dire  difafter  bred 
This  change,  that  thus  (he  V€i^s  her  golden  head  ? 

It  was  but  very  now  fhe  fhine'd  as  fair 

As  Venus'  ftar  j  her  glory  might  compare 

VVith  Cynthia,  burnifti'd  with  her  brother's  hair. 

3- 

There  was  no  cave-begotten  damp  that  mought 
Abufe  her  beams ;  no  wind  that  went  about 
To  break  her  peace  ;  no  pufF  to  put  her  out. 

4- 
Lift  up  thy  wond'ring  thoughts,  and  thou  fhalt  fpy 
A  caufe  will  clear  thy  doubts,  bat  cloud  thine  eye  : 
Subjeds  muft  veil,  whenas  their  fov'reign's  by. 

Canft  thou  behold  bright  Phoebus,  and  thv  fight 
No  whit  impair'd  ?  the  object  is  too  bright  5 
The  weaker  yields  unto  the  ftronger  light, 

6. 

Great  God,  I  am  thy  taper,  thou  my  fun  ; 
From  thee,  the  fpring  of  light,  my  light  begun  3 
Yet  if  thy  light  but  ibine,  my  light  is  done. 

If  thou  withdraw  thy  light,  my  light  will  fhine  : 
If  thine  appear,  how  poor  a  light  is  mine  ! 
I^ly  light  IS  darknefs,  if  compare'd  to  thine, 

2  Thy 
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8. 

Thy  fun-beams  are  too  flrong  for  rny  weak  eye  : 
If  thou  but  ihine,  how  nothing.  Lord,  am  1 ! 
Ah  !  who  can  fee  thy  vifage^  and  not  die  ! 

n       ^' 
If  intervening  earth  mould  make  a  night. 

My  wanton  flame  would  then  fhine  forth  too  bright ; 

My  earth  would  cv'n  prcfume  t'  eclipfe  thy  light. 

10. 

And  If  thy  light  be  fhadovvM,  and  mine  fade. 
If  thine  be  dark,  and  my  dark  light  decay'd, 
I  fliould  be  cloathed  with  a  double  fliade, 

II. 
What  fhall  I  do  ?  O  what  (liall  I  defire  ? 
What  help  can  my  diflraftcd  thoughts  require. 
That  thus  am  walled  'twixt  a  double  fire  ? 

12. 

In  what  a  ftrait,  in  what  a  ftrait  am  I  I 

'Twixt  two  extremes,  how  my  rack'd  fortunes  lier 

See  I  thy  face,  or  fee  it  not,  I  die. 

O  let  the  fleams  of  my  Redeemer's  blood. 

That  breathes  from  my  fick  foul,  be  made  a  cloud, 

To  interpofe  thefe  lights,  and  be  my  fiiroud. 

14. 
Lord,  what  am  I  !  or  what's  the  light  I  have ! 
May  it  but  light  my  aflics  to  their  grave. 
And  fo  from  thence  to  thee ;  'lis  all  I  crave. 

O  make  my  light,  that  all  the  world  may  fee 
Thy  glory  by  't  :  if  not,  it  feems  to  me 
Honor  enough  to  be  put  out  by  thee. 

^  ^  Olkht 


HIEROGLYPHIC    VII.       265 

0  light  ifiacctjphle,  in  reJpeSf  of  ivhich  niy  light  is 
utter  darknefs ;  fo  rejieSl  upon  my  zveahiefs^  that  all 
the  world  may  behold  thy  ftrength  !  O  7najefly  inompre' 
henfihle^  in  refpeSl  of  zuhich^  my  glory  is  mere  Jhame  : 
fo  jhine  upon  my  mifery^  that  all  the  world  may  bihold  thy 
glory! 


EPIG.   7. 

Wilt  thou  eomplain,  becaufe  thou  art  bereav'n 
Of  all  thy  light  r  wilt  thou  vie  lights  'with,  heav'n  ? 
Can  thy  bright  eye  not  brook  the  daily  light  ? 
Take  heed  :  I  fear,  thou  art  a  child  of  night.  . 


I'l  A  T~ 
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Matthew   V.  1 6. 
Let  your  light  fo  Jh'ine^  that  men^  feeing  your  good  worh^ 


may  glorify  your  Father  which  is  in  heaven. 


w 


I. 

AS  it  for  this,  the  breath  of  heav'n  was  blown 
Into  the  noftrils  of  this  heav*nly  creature  ? 
Was  it  for  this,  that  facred  Three  in  One 

Confpire'd  to  make  this  quinteflence  of  nature  ? 
Did  heav'nly  ProvMence  intend 
So  rare  a  fabric  for  fo  poor  an  end  ? 


2. 
Was  man,  the  highed  mafter-piece  of  nature. 
The  curious  abftra£t  of  the  whole  creation, 
Whofe  foul  was  copy'd  from  his  great  Creator, 
Made  to  give  light,  and  fet  for  obfervation, 
Ordain'd  for  this  ?  to  fpend  his  light 
In  a  dark  lantern,  cloifter'd  up  in  night  f 

3- 

Tell  me,  reclufe  monaftic,  can  it  be 
A  difadvantage  to  thy  beams  to  fhine  ? 

A  thoufand  tapers  may  gain  light  from  thee: 
Is  thy  light  lefs  or  worfe  for  lighi'ning  mine  ? 
If  wanting  light,  I  ftumble,  fhall 

Thy  darknefs  not  be  guilty  of  my  fall  f 

4- 
Why  doft  thou  lurk  fo  clofe  ?  Is  it  for  fear 
Some  bufy  eye  fhould  pry  into  thy  flame. 
And  fpy  a  thief,  or  elfe  fome  Uemilh  there  ? 

Or,  being  fpy'd,  ihriak'ft  thou  thy  head  for  {hame  ? 
Come,  come,  fond  taper,  fi^ine  but  clear. 
Thou  need 'ft  not  flirink  for  fliami',  nor  fliroud  for  fear. 

Remem- 


Xec  Tirtus  oli^curzi  petit 


i  "(ci  101K37C)  Ifio  -  )i  nam  lo?. 

tdsb  fi  2t  5!>f  hwo  3iriih  Jon  ?;  Ofn^fi-Y^T 


iio«i'^  gnol  }/vi[  dmd  r'^Oi'iSl  m  aalb  ofi" 
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Remember,  O  rem.embcr,  thou  wert  fet 
For  men  to  fee  the  great  Creator  by  ; 

Thy  flame  is  not  thine  own  ;  it  is  a  debt 

Thou  ow'll  thy  Mafter.     And  wilt  thou  deny 
To  pay  the  int'reft  of  thy  light  ? 

And  fkulk  in  corners,  and  play  leaft  in  fight  ? 

6. 

Art  thou  afraid  to  truft  thy  eafy  fJame 
To  the  injurious  wafte  of  fortune's  pufF? 

Ah  !  coward,  roufe,  and  quit  thyfelf  for  ihame  ; 
Who  dies  in  fervice,  hath  liv'd  long  enough  : 
Who  fhines,  and  makes  no  eye  partaker, 

Ufurps  himfehV  and  clofely  robs  his  Maker. 

7- 
Make  not  thyfelf  a  prisoner,  that  art  free  : 

Why  doft  thou  turn  thy  palace  to  a  jail  ? 
Thou  art  an  eagle :  and  befits  it  thee 
To  live  immured  like  a  cloyfter'd  fnail  ? 
Let  toys  feek  corners  ;    things  of  cofl 
Gain  worth  by  view :  hid  jewels  are  but  lofl:. 

8. 

My  God,  my  light  is  dark  enough  at  lighted, 

Increafe  her  flame,  and  give  her  ftrength  to  fhine  , 

*Tis  frail  at  beft  ;  'tis  dim  enough  at  brTghtefl ; 
But  'tis  his  ■*  glory  to  be  foiPd  by  thine  : 
Let  others  lurk  :  my  light  fhall  be 

Proposed  to  all  men  -,  and  by  them  to  thee. 


*  m 


Z  2  S.  BERN, 
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S.   B  E  R  N.  - 

If  thou  he  one  of  tj^e  fooliflj  virgins^  the  congregation  is 
necfjjary  for  thee\  if  thou  be  one  of  the  wife  virgins^  thou 
art  neceffaryfur  the  congregation, 

HUGO. 

Monafiici  make  cloyfters  to  inclofe  the  ctiiwa^d  man : 
O  would  to  God  ihsy  luould  do  the  like  to  refrain  the  in- 
ward man  I 


EPIG.    8. 

Afraid  of  eyes  ?  what,  ftill  play  leaft  in  fight  ? 
'Tis  much  to  be  prefume'd  all  is  not  right : 
Too  clofe  endeavors  bring  forth  dark  events  : 
Come  forth,  monaftic  3  here's  no  parliaments. 


Job 


JTit'rot/.  t) 
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Job  xiv.    2. 
He  Cometh  firth  like  a  flowery  and  is  cut  dcivn, 

I. 

Beheld 

How  fhort  a  fpan 

Was  long  enough  of  old 

To  meafure  out  the  life  of  man  ; 

In  thofe  well-temper'd  days  \  his  time  was  then 

Survey 'd,  caft  up,  and  found  but  threefcore  years  and 

[ten. 

2. 

Jbs  f 

And  what  is  that  ^ 

They  come,  and  ilide,  and  pafs. 

Before  my  pen   can   tell   thee  what. 

The  pofts  of  time  are  fwift,  which  having  run 

Their  fev'n  iliort  {\.?igQS  o'er^   their  Ihort-liv'd  talk  !•; 

[dori'^, 

^   3- 

Our  days 

Begun  we  lend 

To  fleep,  to  antic  plays 

And  tovs,   until  the  firlt  1-lage  end  : 

Twelve  waning  moons,  twice  five  times  told,  we  give 

To  unrecovcr'cT  lofs  :   we  rather  breathe  than  Ywt^ 

4- 
IJ'e  fpend 

A  tQXi  years  breath 

Before  we  apprehend- 

What  'tis  to  live,  or  fear  a  death  : 

Our  chilJifh  dreams  are  fiU'd  with  painted  jcvii, 

Wiiich  pieafe  our  {^wi^  a7/hi]e,  and,  wakuig,  prove  but 

[toys. 
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5- 

How  vain. 

How  wretched.  Is 

Poor  man,  that  doth  remain 

•  A  flave  to  fuch  a  flate  as  this ! 

His  days  are  fhorC,  at  longeft  ;  few,  at  mofl:  : 

They  are  but  bad,  at  beft ;  yet  lavifliM  out,  or  lof?. 

6. 

They  le 

The  fecret  fprlngs 

That  make  our  minutes  flee 

On  wheels  more  fwift  than  eagles'  wings  : 

Our  life's  a  clock,  and  ev'ry  gafp  of  breath 

Breathes  forth  a  warning  grief,  till  Time  fhall  ftrike 

[a  death. 

?• 

Hoiv  foon 

Our  new-born  light 

Attains  to  fuH-age'd  noon  ? 

And  this,  how  foon  to  grey-hair'd  night  \ 

We  fpring,  we  bud,  we  bloflbm,  and  we  blaft. 

Ere  we  can  count  our  days,  our  days  they  flee  fo  fai^, 

8. 

They  end 

When  fcarce  begun  ; 

And,    ere  we  apprehend 

That  we  begin  to  live,  our  life  is  done  : 

Man,  count  thy  days  j  and,  if  they  fly  too  faft 

For  thy  d  ull  thoughts  to  count,  count  ev'ry  day  the  lal^. 


Ouf 
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Our  infancy  is  confmned  in  eating  and  Jleeping  ;  in 
all  which  time,  ivhat  differ  w^  from  heafis^  but  hy  a  pof" 
ftbility  of  reafon^  and  a  necejjity  of  fm  I 

O  mifery  of  TnaJikind,  in  whorn  no  fooner  the  image  of 
God  appear eth  in  the  act  of  his  reajon^  hid  the  ^divd 
hlurs  it  in  the  corruption  of  his  will!  -vd  -ji.>  V 


EPIG.  9, 

To  the  decrepit  man^ 

Thus  was  the  feventh  part  of  thy  few  days 
Confume'd  in  griefj  in  food,  in  toyifh  plays  : 
Know'fl  thou  what  tears  thine  eyes  imparted  then? 
Review  thy  lofsj  and  weep  them  o'er  again.. 


Job 
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Job  XX.   ii. 

lUs  hones  are  full  of  thefm  of  his  youth, 

I. 

THE  fwl ft- wing'd  poft  of  Time  hath  now  begun 
Hi3  fecond  ftage ; 
The  dawning  of  our  age 
Is  loit  and  fpent  without  a  fun; 
The  light  of  reafon  did  not  yet  appear 
Wiihin  th*  horizon  of  this  hemifphere. 

2. 

The  infant  Will  had  yet  no  other  guide 
But  twilight  fenfe  ; 
And  what  is  gain'd  from  thence. 
But  doubtful  Pteps  that  tread  afidc  ! 
Reafon  now  draws  her  curtains  ;  her  clos'd  eyes 
Begin  to  open,  and  llie  calls  to  rife. 

3- 

Youth's  now  difclofing  buds  peep  out,  and  fhew 
Her  April  head  ; 
And,  from  her  grafs-green  bed. 
Her  virgin  primrofe  early  blows  ; 
Whiift"  waking  Fhilon^el  prepares  to  fmg 
Her  warbling  fonnets  to  the  wanta/i  fpring. 

4- 

His  (lage  is  pleafant,  and  the  way  Teems  fliort^ 
All  Itrew'd  with  flow'rs ; 
The  days  appear  but  hours. 
Being  fpent  in  time-beguiling  fport. 
Her  griefs  do  neither  prefs,  nor  doubts  perplex; 
lierc's  neither  fear  to  curb,  nor  care  to  vex. 

His 


Jliffoq .  /o. 
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5- 
His  downy  cheeks  grow  proud,  and  now  difdains 
The  tutor's  hand  ; 
He  glories  to  command 
The  proud-neckM  fteed  with  prouder  reins  : 
The  ftrong- breath 'd  horn  muft  now  falute  his  ear 
With  the  glad  downfall  of  the  falling  deer. 

6. 

His  quick -nofe'd  army,  with    their   deep-mouth'd 
Muft  now  prepare  [founds. 

To  chafe  the  tim'rous  hare. 
About  his  yet  unmortgage'd  grounds  5 
The  ill  he  hates,  is  counfel  and  delay  ; 
And  fears  no  mifchief  but  a  rainy  day. 

7-  A 

The  thought  he  takes,  is  how  to  take  no  thought 
For  bale  *  nor  blifs ; 
And  late  repentance  is 
The  laft  dear  pen'worth  that  he  bought ; 
He  is  a  dainty  morning ;  and  he  may. 
If  luft  o'ercaft  him  not,  be'  as  fair  a  day, 

8. 
Proud  bloflbm,  ufe  thy  time :  Time's  headftrong  horfe 
Will  poft  away. 
-    Truft  not  the  follVing  day. 
For  ev'ry  day  brings  forth  a  worfe  : 
Take  time  at  beft  :  believe  't,  thy  days  will  fall 
From  good  to  bad,  from  bad  to  worft  of  all. 

*  £a/e  J  i.  e.  mifery, 

S.  AM- 
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S.  A  M  B  R  O  S. 

Humility  is  a  rare  ilmig  in  a  young  man^  therefore  to 
he  admired :  when  youth  is  vigorous ^  when  Jirengih  is 
fir7n,  when  blood  is  hot^  when  cares  are  Jir angers^  when 
mirth  is  free^  then  pride  Jwellethy  and  hwniUty  is  di- 


E  P  I  G.  ic* 

To  the  old  man. 

Thy  years  are  newly  grey,  his  newly  green  ! 
His  youth  may  live  to  fee  what  thine  hath  feen 
He  is  thy  parallel  :  his  prcfent  ftagc 
And  thine  are  the  two  tropics  of  man's  age. 


E  c  c  t  E« 


lau 


'j*  a^aij  -?. 
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ECCLESIASTES    xi.    9. 

Rejoice^   0  yotmg  man^   and  let  thy  heart  chear  ^  thee^ 
but  know^  ^c, 

I. 

HO  W  flux  *,  how  alterable,  is  the  date 
Of  tranfitory  things  I 
How  hurryM  on  the  dipping  f  wings 
Of  Time,  and  driven  upon  the  wheels  of  Fate  ! 

How  one  condition  brings 
The  leading  prologue  to  another  ftate  I 

No  tranfitory  things  can  laft : 
Change  waits  on  Time,  and  Time  is  vvingM  with  haftci 
Time'prefem's  but  the  ruin  of  Time  pafi:. 

2. 

Behold  how  change  hath  inchM  away  thy  fpan  ; 
And  how  thy  light  doth  burn 
Nearer  and  nearer  to  thine  urn  ! 
For  this  dear  waf.e,  what  fatisfadlion  can 

Injurious  Time  return 
Thy  iliorten'd  clays,  but  this,  the  ftyle  of  man  ? 

And  what's  a  man  I  A  caf*^  of  care. 
New  tunn'd  and  working  :  he's  a  middle  ftair 
'^Fwixt  birch  and  death  j  a  blaft  of  full-age'd  air. 


His  breaft  is  tinder,  apt  to  entertain 
The  fparks  of  Cupid's  fire, 
Whofe  new-blown  flames  muft  now  inquire 
A  wanton  julep  out,  which  may  reftrain 

The  rage  of  his  defire, 
Whofe  painful  pleafure  is  but  pleafing  pain  : 

-■••  Fhxy  i.  e.  flitting,  f  Cli^fng-^  i.  e.  fwift-flying. 

2  '         His 
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His  life's  a  ficknefs,  that  doth  rife 
From  a  hot  liyer,  whilft  his  paflion  lies 
Expeding  cordials  from  his  miftrefs' eyes. 

.  ^• 
His  i^age  is  flrew'd  with  thorns,  and  -deck'd  with 

His  year  fometimcs  appears  [flow'rs  j 

A  minute;   and. bis  minutes, .years  : 

His  doubtfLfl  \Teather  's  funfliine  mix'd  with  fhow'rs  j 

His  traffick,  hopes  and  fears  j 

His  life's  a  medley,  made  of  fwects  and  fours ; 

His  pains  reward  his  Imiles  and  pouts ; 

His  diet  is  fair  language  mix'd  v/ith  flouts  ; 

He  is  a  nothing,  ^11  compos'd  of  doubts. 

5-     ^ 
Do,  wade  thine  inch,  proud  fp2(n  of  living  earth, 
Confume  thy  golden  days 
In  flavilli  freedom  ;  let  thy  ways 
Take  beft  advantage  of  thy  frolick  mirth  ; 

Thy  ftock  of  titne  decays, 
And  lavifh  plenty  ftill  fore-runs  a  dearth  : 
The  bird  that's  flown  may  turn  at  lafl: ; 
And  painful  labor  may  repair  a  wafte. 
But  pains  nor  price  can  call  my  miijutcs  paft. 


S  RK. 
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SEN. 

Expeci  great  joy  when  ihcu  Jhalt  lay  down  the  mind 
of  a  child ^  and  deferve  the  Jlyle  of  a  v,ife  man  ;  for  at 
thife  years  childhcod  is  paji^  but  oftentimes  ehildijhnej 
remaineth ;  and^  what  is  zvorfe^  ihou  haft  the  utithority  of 
a  ma':i^  hut  the  voice  of  a  child. 


EPIG.    Ji. 

To  the  declining  man. 

Why  ftand'iT  thou  difcontentea  ?  Is  not  he 
As  equal-diilant  rrorii  the  top  as  thee  ? 
What  then  may  cauie  thy  difcontented  frov/n  ? 
He's  mo'uviting  up  the  hill ;  thou  plodding  down. 


I'N'''^]  A;*  Deut 
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Deuteronomy  xxxiii.  25. 
J^s  thy  days,  fo  Jhall  thy  Jlrengih  he. 


The  pofi: 

Of  fwift-foot  time 

Hath  now  at  length  begun 

The  kalends  of  our  middle  flage  : 

The  number'd  freps  that  we  have  gone,  do  fliow 

The  number  of  thofe  ileps  we  are  to  go  : 

The  buds  and  bloflbms  of  our  age 

Are  blown,  decayed,  and  gone, 

And   all  our  prime 

Is  lofl  : 

And  what  we  boafl  too  muchj  we  have  leaft  caufe  to 

[boaflr. 

Ah  me ! 

There  is  no  reft  : 

Our  time  is  always  fledng. 

What  rein  can  curb  our  heaeiilrojig  hours  ? 

They  poft  away  :  they  pafs  we  know  not  how  : 

Our  Now  is  gone,  before  we  can  fay  now : 

Time  paft  and  future's  none  of  ours  : 

That  hath  as  yet  no  being  ; 

And  this  hath  ccas'd 

To  be  ; 

What  is,  is  only  ours  :  how  fliort  a  time  have  we ! 

And 


T^t  Sol  ardore  ^rili. 
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And  now 

Apollo's  ear 

Experts  harmonious  ftrains. 

New  minted  from  the  Thracian  lyre; 

For  now  the  virtue  ot  the  twi-foric'd  hill 

Inlpircs  the  ravifh'd  fancy^  and  doth  fill 

The  veins  with  Pcgafean  fire : 

And  now  thofe  (leril  brains. 

That  cannot  fhow 

Nor  bear 

Some  fruits,  fhall  never  wear  Apollo's  facred  bow» 

Excefs 

And  furfeit  ufes 

To  wait  upon  thefe  days  j 

Full  feed  and  flowing  cups  of  wine 

Conjure  the  fancy,  forcing  up  a  fp'rit 

By  the  bafc  magic  of  debauch'u  delight  j 

Ah  '  pity,  twice-born  Bacchus'  vine 

Should  darve  Apollo's  bays, 

And  drown  thofe  mufes 

That  blefs 

And  calm  the  peaceful  foul,  when  ftorms  of  care  op- 

[prefs. 

Strong  light, 

Boaft  not  thofe  beams 

That  can   but  only  rife 

And  blaze  a  while,  and  then  away : 

There  is  no  folftice  in  thy  day  j 

Thy  midnight  glory  lies 

Betwixt  th' extremes 

Of  night, 

A  glory  foll'd  *  with  fliame,  and  fool'd  with  falfe 

[delight. 

•  ScU-di  i.  e.  fulliecJ. 

A  a  2  H^ 
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Ha/i  thou  cUnihed  up  to  the  full  cge  vf  thy  few 
days  ?  Look  backiuards^  and  ih:.u  Jhalt  fee  the  frailty 
of  thy  youth  ^  the  folly  of  thy  childhood^  and  the  wafle 
of  thy  infancy  :  look  forwards^  thou  Jhalt  fee  the  cares  of 
the  worldy  the  troubles  of  thy  mind^  the  dij cafes  of  thy 
body. 


E  P  I  G.  12. 

To   the  middle-aged. 

Thou  that  art  prancing  on  the  lufty  noon 
Of  thy  full  age  J  boaft  not  thyfelf  too  foon  : 
Convert  that  breath  to  wail  thy  fickle  ftate  ; 
Take  heed,  thoul't  brag  too  foon,  or  boaft  too  late. 


Jc  H  \i 
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A  harmlefs  guilt,  unnfk'd,  is  now 
Worn  f'ff  fron)  the  audacious  brow  ; 
Luxurious  di^.lliance,   midnight  revel?, 
Loofc  riot,  and  thofe  venial  evils 
Which  incohfid'rate  youth  of  late 
CouLl  plead,  now  yvant  an  advocate: 
And  what  appeared  in  former  times 
Whifp'ring  as  faults,  nov/  roar  as  crimes  ;; 
And  now  all  ye,  whofe  lips  uere  wont 
To  drench  their  coral  in  the  font 
Of  fork'd  ParnafTus  ;    you  that  be 
The  Tons  ofPhccbus,  and  can  flee 
On  wings  of  fancy,  to  difplay 
The  flag  of  high  invention  j  ftay," 
Repofe  your  quills;  your  veins  grow  four. 
Tempt  not  your  faJt  beyond  her  powV; 
If    our  pall'd  fancies  but  decline, 
Cenfure  will  iirike  at  ev'ry  line. 
And  wound  your  names ;  the  popular  ear 
Weighs  what  you  are,  not  what  you  were  : 
Thus,  hackney-like,  we  tire  our  age, 
Spur  gaird  with  change  from  fbge  to  fiage,. 


wn 
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Seeji   thou   the   dally   light  of    the    greater    world? 

when  attained  to   the  highejl  pitch  of  meridian  glory ^ 

it  fla^eth  not  ;   hut  by  the  fame  degrees  it  afcended,   it 

'  defcendeth.     And  is  the  light  of  the  leOer  world  mors^ 

.permanent?  Continuance  is-^ihe,  child  of  eternity^,  r^pt  >of 

time. 


EPrC5?^fji 

10  the  ^young  man,     ,      -.  14  "r  --i 

Young  man,  rejoice  ;  and  let  thy  rlfing:  days 
Cliear  thy  glad  heart ;  think'il  thou  theic  uphill  ways- 
Lead  to  death's  dungeon  r    No  ;  hut^Jci^pw^vyithal^ 
A  ririn2:'s  but  a  prolo2:ue'to  a  falK''"  "t'  ''-^'S'?"^ 

V3  IB  ?5fhi4  jiiw  '^, 


John 
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John  xii.   35. 
Tet  a  little  while  is  the  light  with  you, 

J. 

THE  day  grows  old,  the  low-pitch'd  lamp  hath 
No  lefs  than  treble  (hade,  [made 

And  the  defcending  damp'doth  now  prepare 

T' uncurl  bright  Titan's  hair; 
Whofe  wedern  wardrobe  now  begins  t'  unfold 

Her  purples,  fringeM  with  gold. 
To  eloath  his  cv'ning  glory,  when  th' alarms 
Of  reft  fhali  call,  to  reft  in  rcftlefs  Thetis'  arms,. 

2. 

Nature  now  calls  to  fupper,  to  refrefli 

The  fpirit5  of  all  fielli ; 
The  toiling  plowman  drives  his  thirfty  team9^ 

To  tafte  the  flippVy  ftreams  : 
The  droiljrg'*  fwineherd  knocks  away,  and  feaftb 

His  hungry  whining  guefts  : 
The  box-bill  ouzel  f ,  and  the  dappled  thrufh, 
Like  hungry  rivals,  meet  at  their  beloved  bu{h»- 

3- 

And  now  the  cold  autumnal  dews  are  fcen. 

To  cobweb  ev'ry  green  ; 
And  by  the  low-fhorn  rowens  :|:  doth  appear 

The  faft  declining  year: 
The  faplefs  branches  dofF§  therr  funimer  fuits. 

And  wain  their  winter  fruits ; 
And  ftormy  bhifts  have  force'd  the  quaking  trees 
To  wrap  their  trembling  limbs  in  fuits  of  mofly  freeze, 

•   DrolUng'^   i.   e.  drudging.  f   Cuzcl-^   1.  e,    b'ackbird^. 

^  Ro-zL'enSj  i.  e.  flioit  latter-grafs.  ^^  •^#j  J*  c  tail  otf. 


Jfieretf. 


Iirvidioia   S enc  ct  us . 


iqlTjH 
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4- 

Our  wafted  taper  now  hath  brought  her  light 

To  the  next  door  to-night ; 
Her  rprightlefs  flame,   grown  great  with  fnufF,  doth 

Sad  as  her  neighboring  urn  :  [turn 

Her  /lender  inch,  that  yet  unfpent  remains. 

Lights  but  to  furth-er  pains  ; 
And,  in  a  filent  language,  bids  her  gueft 
Prepare  his  weary  limbs  to  take  eternal  reft. 

5- 
Now  careful  age  hath  pitch'd  her  painful  plow 

Upon  the  furrow'd  brow  ; 
And  fnowy  blafts  of  difcontented  care 

Have  blanch'd  the  falling  hair  : 
Sufpicious  envy,  mixM  with  jealous  fpite, 

Diflurbs  his  weary  night  : 
He  threatens  youth  with  age ;  and  now,  alas  ! 
He  owns  not  what  he  is,  but  vaunts  the  man  he  was. 

6. 
Grey  hairs,  perufe  thy  days  ;  and  let  thy  paft 

Read  lectures  to  thy  laft : 
Thofe  hafty  wings,  that  hurry*d  them  away. 

Will  give  thefe  days  no  day  : 
The  conftant  wheels  of  nature  fcorn  to  tire 

Until  her  works  expire  : 
That  blaft  that  nipt  thy  youth,  will  ruin  thee  ; 
That  hand  that  fhook  the  branch,  will  quickly  ftrike 

[the  tree. 


S.  CHRYS 
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S.  C  H  R  Y  S. 

Grey  hairs  are  honourable^  when  the  behaviour  fuits 
with  grey  hain  :  but  zuhen  an  antient  man  hath  childijb 
manmrs^  he  becomcth  more  ridiculous  than  a  child, 

SEN. 

Tfmi  art  in  vain  attained  to  old  year $^  that  repeateji 
thy  youthfulnefs. 


EPIG.    14. 

I'd  the  youth, 

Seeft  thou  this  good  old  man  ?  He  reprefents 
Thy  Tiitut-e,  thou  hU  preterptrfe^t  tenfe  J 
'I  hyu  p'ft  to  kbowfi,  he  prepar^i  to  igft  1 
Thou  break'ft  thy  fail,  h^  fups  j  now  which  is  beft  I 


Psalm 


Tlfproq.  /f . 


Plinnbeus  m  Texronx. 
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Psalm  xc.    10. 
The  days  of  our  years  are  three/core  years  and  ten. 

I, 

SO  have  I  feen  th'  illuftrious  prince  of  light 
Rifin^  in  glory  from  his  crocean  *  bed. 
And,  trampling  down  the  horrid  (hades  of  night. 
Advancing  more  and  more  his  conqu'ring  head  ; 
Paufe  firft,  decline,  at  length  begin  to  fhroud 
His  fainting  brows  within  a  coal-black  cloud. 

2. 

So  have  I  feen  a  well-built  caftle  ftand 

Upon  the  tip-toes  of  a  lofty  hill, 

Whofe  active  pow'r  commands  both  fea  and  land. 

And  curbs  the  pride  of  the  beleag'rers'  will  : 
At  length  her  age'd  foundation  fails  her  truft. 
And  lays  her  tott'ring  ruins  in  the  duft. 

3- 

So  have  I  {ctn  the  blazing  taper  flioot 

Her  golden  head  into  the  feeble  air  j 
Whofe  (liadow-gilding  ray,  fpread  round  about, 
Mak.es  the  foul  face  of  black-brow'd  darknefs  fair; 
Till  at  the  length  her  wafting  glory  fades, 
And  leaves  the  night  to  her  invet'rate  fhadcs, 

4- 
Ev'n  fo  this  little  world  of  living  clay. 
The  pride  of  nature,  glorify 'd  by  art, 
Whom^afth  adores,  and  all  her  hofts  obey, 
Ally'd  to  heav'n  by  his  diviner  part, 

Triumphs  a  while,  then  droops,  and  then  decays; 

And,  worn  by  age,  death  cancels  all  his  days. 

'^  Cretan  5  i,  c,  faffron'Colour, 

That 
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5- 
That  glorious  fun,  that  whilom*  flione  To  bright, 
Is  now  ev'n  ravifh'd  from  our  darken'd  eyes  : 
That  fturdy  caftle,  mann'd  with  (o  muchiiiightj 
Lies  now  a  mon*ment  of  her  own  difguife  : 
That  blazing  taper,  that  difdain*d  the  pufF 
Of  troubled  air,  fcarce  owns  the  name  of  fnuff. 

6. 
Poor  bedrid  man  !  where  is  that  glory  now. 
Thy  youth  fo  vaunted  ?  where  that  majefty 
Which  fat  enthrone'"d  upon  thy  manly  brow  ? 
Where,  where  that  braving  arm  ?  that  daring  eye  ? 

Thofe  buxom  tunes  ?  thofe  Bacchanalian  tones  ? 

Thofe  fwelling  veins  i  thofe  marrows-flaming  bone^ ' 

7' 
Thy  drooping  glory's  blurr'd,.and  proflrate  lies, 
Grov'ling  in  duft;  and  frightful  horror,  now, 
Sharp'ens  the  glances  of  thy  gafhful  eyes ; 
Whiift  fear  perplexes  thy  diitracled  brow: 

Thy  panting  breaft  vents  all  her  breath  hy  groans. 
And  death  enerves  f  thy  marrow-wafted  bones, 

8. 

Thus  man  that's  born  of  woman  can  remain 

But  a  fliort  time  :  his  days  are  full  of  forrow; 

His  life's  a  penance,  and  his  death's  a  pain  ; 

Springs  like  a  flow'r  to-day,  and  fades  to-morrow  : 
His  breath's  a  bubble,  and  his  day's  a  fpan  j 
'Tis'  glorious  mis'ry  to  be  born  a  man  I 

*  Whilom ;  i,  c.  iicretofore.  \  Enerves  j  i.  e,  enervates. 

CYPR. 
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C  y  P  R. 

IFhen  eyes  are  Jim,  cars  d:af^  vifoge  pale,  teeth  de- 
ca-ycd,  fk'in  decayed^  breath  taifit^d,  pipes  furred,  knees 
tremblings  hands  fumhling^  feet  failing  j  the JuddcU  dowti^ 
fall  of  thy  houje  is  near  at  hund, 

S.  A  U  G  U  S  T. 

Jll  rnces  wax  old  by  age :  ccvetoufnefs  alone  gr^weth 
'  :h}7Z>  -    


KPIG.   15. 

To  the  infant. 

V  ,'hat  he  doth  fpend  in- groans,  thou  fpend'il  in  tears 
Judgment  and  ftren^th's  alike  in  both  your  years ; 
He's  hclplefs  ;  lb  art  thou  j  what  difF'rence  then  ? 
Hw's  an  old  infant ;  thou,  a  young  old  man. 


I:nd  of  i\i<i  HIEROGLYPHICS* 
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